when the Russians sent 700 men across the ice, only to be
mown down by Finnish machine-gun fire. We crossed the
lake on the ice—in summer time there is a ferry—and then
began to enter what is now called the Valley of Death.
Realisation came to one only by degrees at first, with the
sight of an occasional disabled armoured-car or a field-
kitchen. Here and there was a dead horse; and then we
came to the beginning of those four miles where the main
Russian supply and artillery column had been cut off,
Never, I should think, has there been such a scene of frozen
horror since the retreat of Napoleon's grand army from
Moscow, and even that can't anywhere have been so con-
centrated. A lot of it had already been cleaned up* Some
of the best of the war material, the less damaged tanks and
artillery, had been taken away; a great many of the frozen
bodies had been buried, but there are hundreds and hun-
dreds still there, frozen as hard as iron, in the ghastly,
fantastic attitudes in which they fell. There is an appalling
unreality about these bodies; you don't expect bodies could
ever look like that. They just don't look human. The
terrific cold has made them appear like rather badly
executed waxworks. And they are everywhere. On the
sides of the road; under the trees; in the temporary shelters
and dugouts where they had tried to escape the relentless
fury of the Finnish ski-patrols. And all along both sides
of the road, for all these four miles, are lorries, field-kitchens,
staff-cars, ammunition carts, limbers and every other kind
of vehicle you can imagine. How on earth there was room
for anything more there it is hard to realise; but of course
there was far more. For one thing, I didn't see a single
piece of artillery. The Finns had taken away all that.
The only tanks which remained were too badly damaged
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